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first sepoy victim at Meerut to the sword
of the avenger of blood. All this passed
in a second, and it was out of the power
of our men to prevent it; but the fate of
their comrade evidently greatly excited
and angered them. Shouts of " maro !
maro!" ("kill! kill!"} began to be heard
among them, and we all thought the end
was approaching. However, none of
the men attacked us, and in a few minutes
we reached the jail, only to find that we
were too late. The prisoners were already
swarming out of it; their shackles were
being knocked off by blacksmiths before
our eyes; and the jail-guard of native
infantry on our riding up to it answered
our questions by firing at us, fortunately
without hitting any of us. There was
nothing to be done but to ride back to
the cantonment.
No sooner had we turned our horses*
heads than the full horror of what was
taking place burst upon us. The whole
cantonments seemed one mass of flames,
If before we rode fast, now we flew; for
the most urgent fears for the safety of